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Back Given Out?
- Housework is too hard for a woman

who is half tick, nervous and always
tired. But it keeps piling up, and gives
weak kidneys no time to recover. If
your back is lame and achy and your
kidneys irregular; if yon have "blue
spells,"
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Doan's Kidney Pills. They nave done
wonden for thousands of worn out
women. .;
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information that's vital to England,"
he insisted.

But the captain was still suspicions
of him. -- .. '

Mi nam' Lee Walter ' Lee,
Streetman asserted, "formerly of .the
British nrm. I've been in business in
Relrfum the automobile business. My

papers there will prove what I say.
The Germans took my factory kept
me prisoner all night in the cellar.
That's when I learned their plans from
some major Major von Brenlg and a

Captain Karl. I could listen to them

talking there were holes in .the floor
from that shell Are. I realized what
it would mean to England If I could
bring word to the British army of this
secret plan of the Germans. During
the nisrht I manazed to escape through
the cellar window. They followed me.
and I got one of their bayonets in tne
shoulder. They left me for dead; but

"An Englishman a Loyal Entah
man!? Streetman Protested.

It was only a flesh wound. And for
the last twenty hours I've been seek-

ing the British position somewhere
near Trench 27 for that's the vital
spot when your sergeant caught me."

"Trench 27, eh?" the captain said.
"Yes!" Streetman answered eagerly.

"Is it near here?"
"Remember, sir, you are not ques

tloning me," Captain Montague replied.
"So you won't believe me? Yet

you've looked at my papers. Don't
they Convince you?" ;

'

'"Papers are easily forged," Monta
gue told him. Still, he was somewhat
impressed by the other's glib tale,
and he allowed the captive to proceed
with his story.

"The Germans are to attack tonight
in force at your Trench 27, In the hope
of cutting through the British lines
Streetman continued. "Your only
chance is to bring up every possible
man to protect that trench. Otherwise
we'll be beaten. You see what It
means. ... Ah! There's your field
telephone! Let me communicate with
headquarters! They'll understand!'
He started for the telephone.

But Captain Montague sprang in
front of him.

"Ke4p away from that instrument!"
he commanded. And, turning to the
sergeant, he ordered him to take the
prisoner to headquarters. "You can
explain to them," he 'informed Street-man- .

"By then it may be too late," the
fellow replied. "Their attack was to
be at midnight."

"Indeed!" the English officer ex-

claimed dryly. "It's past midnight
now." And straightway he became
more doubtful than ever . of the
stranger's story.

"Then they're likely to charge anj
minute," the spy declared with d

alarm. "I've got to tele-

phone. It's for England! I beg of you
to believe me! Let me inform head-

quarters let them decide! Do you
dare take the responsibility?"

One of the privates on guard sud-

denly called out ,

"Somethln' crawlln' out there, cap-
tain! Looks like a man!" s -

The sergeant faced to the front,
with gun ready for action.

"He's comln' this way!" another sol-

dier cried. .

Streetman saw another chance for
his plan to succeed, and he quickly
seized it.

"You see, captain, it's the start of
their attack!" he said excitedly. "For
God's sake let me telephone!", he
begged. '

i At last Captain Montague was con-

vinced.
"Quickly then telephone!" he said.

And while Streetman sprang to the
instrument, the British officer ordered
his men to their stations. "Keep your
eyes bpen and give 'cm the best we've
got!" he urged them. 1

Meau while, out there in the moon-

light between the two lines of trenches,
that dark figure crawled nearer. UIn
lire crackled out from the German
watchers, and the skulker broke luto
a stumbling run.

"They're tryln' to pot him from the
other side!" one of the Britishers cried.

"Another trick to fool us!" Captain
Montague observed.

(TO feE CONTINUED.)

Monster of the Sea.
The average weight of the Green'

land whale Is 100 ions 224.000 pounds
equal to that of SO elephants or 'hwi

of 400 bears. ...:.'
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set the ranee of the German truii
The captain did not like thfl idea.

He bad been cautioned not to expose
his men and especially his ofi&ers

unnecessarily. And he warned Guy
that he might get picked off by Ger--

man sniper.
"Not a chance!" Guy prolested.

"Please! It would be ripping Ireally
to do something."

The captain perceived that wie in
action of waiting for an attac was
fast setting Guy's nerves on edg And
at last he gave his consent

For a little time Guy called put di
rections to the captain, who stood at
the telephone relaying Guy's Instruc-
tions to the battery. In the light fur-
nished by the British bombs the youth-
ful lieutenant carefully watched the
effect of the shells that whistled over
their heads and burst Increasingly
nearer to the Teuton artillery.

"Right on a gun!" Guy shouted at
last. "I saw it crumple! That's it!
Keep the range at twenty-nin- e fifty!"

The words were hardly out of his
mouth before he came toppling from
his perch. The captain and one of the
privates caught the limp figure Just be-

fore it struck the ground, and they laid
him tenderly upon the dirt floor of
Trench 27. '; I '

"They've got him. . ". . hVs not
dead, though." ... Captain Monta-

gue kneeled beside the lad and bent
over him. And a corporal with some

knowledge of first-ai- d procedure un-

dertook to stop Guy's bleeding. He
was seriously wounded that ' much
was clear. And he was unconscious.

"Beastly dull" so Guy bad been

writing Georgy Wagstaff. "Awfully
hot no excitement. Haven't seen a
German or any decent food. But that
doesn't matter. Tell mother Phi being
careful." ' - f

Poor kid!" Charlie Brown ex
claimed. It was a grim business-w- ar!

' fji ,'

"Sad very sad!" the captain agreed.
But perhaps he'41 pull through J and If

he doesn't well! forgive me, Mr.
Brown, if I seem heartless but re-

member! this is new toyouand he's
only one, and I've seen so many!"
Captain Montague noticed that the
American correspondent "was; white
and somewhat unsteady. , -!

'I feel a bit shaken. Do yon mind
if I go back now?" Charlie asked.

"Certainly not!" i :

"If I come across the surgeoif or any
of the Red Cross, you don't mind if I
send them back, do you?"; .Charlie
wanted to do what he could to help his
friend. r f

The captain readily gave bis; assent,
"I'm through with war," I, Charlie

Brown said as be shook hands with
Montague. "I'm off to London. I'll
see bis mother these, and that kid girl
of his and then, go to Sif.Jprk,
where there's no war, thank itedi' And
you know, Cap, when I'm holne, sit
ting at my desk, looking down over
Broadway where war only means some
more headlines on the frontpage about
some unpronounceable "places, and you
turn over the paper to see how stocks
closed, or who won the game when
I'm back there and the war stuff
comes over the wire, I'll be thinking of
you fellows over here under fire, and
I'll be wishing you luck, old man, the
best of luck!"

The captain thanked him; and they
said good-by- . i ',

Charlie lingered for one last look
at the wounded Guy,

"I hope you pull through, old boy!"
he said; he knew, thduwh, that-Gu-

could not hear him. "Dc'hat you can
for him, won't you?" he sked the cap-
tain. "I know his mother. . , . This
whole business is hell, Isn't it?"

CHAPTER XXII.

A Meeting In the Trenches.
Charlie Brown had gone, find Cap-

tain Montague bad ordered his men to
place Guy upon a heap of straw, where
he must lie until the doctor came. In
Trench 27 an atmosphere of ,, sadness
had succeeded the air of light-hearte- d

carelessness that Charlie Brown had
found when he arrived there. The
candle still flickered upon the table
round which the poker players had
lately sat. But all thought of that
frivolous game had vanished from
their minds. It was not thaf they had
not already seen many of jhelr men
shot down. But Guy Falconer had
quickly endeared himself ti; all offi-

cers and enlisted men alike. J And now
that he had received his billet, in the
German bullet, there was not one soul
In Trench 27 that was not both sobered
and sad. j

" '

But they had little time jto bestow
upon a contemplation of Wat's horrors.
Five minutes had scarcely elapsed
after Charlie Brown's departure when
a sergeant appeared, holding a prisoner
by the arm. ( '

It was Streetman that! ' prisoner.
And he was far from presenting the
jaunty figure that usually ; distin-
guished him. His clothing civilian
clothing was badly torn, his face was
scratched and dirty, and his right arm
was in a sling. The man's hat was
gone, too. ,

The sergeant reported to his captain
that while on patrol duty he had
caught the fellow skulking around.

"He came from the German lines,"
he said. , j ;

Captain Montague held the' candle to
Streetman's face. .'

"And In civilian's clothes! A spy,
eh?" he exclaimed.

"No, no, captain! An Englishman
a loyal Englishman!" Streetmatt pro-
tested.

Tbey searched him; but found noth-
ing of Importance.

, "He's got some kind of cock-and-bu- ll

story about being wounded and
then" the sergeant started to say,
when Streetman interrupted him.

(Conducted by the National Woman'i
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ALCOHOL DANGER TO AMERICAN

ALLIES.
It is gratifying to know that there Is

a sentiment in Fans wmcn recognizes
the fact that Uncle Sam has thrown
safeguards around bis soldiers which
are effective as long as they are on

American soil, and, out of respect to
this very evident hostility of our gov-

ernment towards drink, urges protec-
tion for American soldiers on French
soil from the perils of alcohol. The
following Is from La Revue of. Paris i

"At the present moment France is
attracting the eyes of the world more
than ever before. It is not enough to
show our enthusiasm regarding the
Enelish. Americans. Italians, Portu
guese or Russians who are dwelling
among us. We must likewise watch
over their moral security. But alco-

holism menaces all in the same degree.
The "Sammies" who arrive from the
United Statet total or partial prohi-
bitionists are exposed to multiple dan-

gers and temptations.
VThe great American republic ac-

cepts with heroism the sacrifices In
men and money which the war against
the Germans may demand. But let us
take carel "We shall commit an evil
action if her children find themselves
exposed not only to the danger of be-

ing slain at the front, but to that of
being poisoned by alcohol. "Many writ-
ers In the United States have already
manifested fears upon this point A
few concrete coses would suffice to
cause an outburst of opinion on the
other side. The Germans are watching
and they will not be slow to exploit
such sentiments, which are Justified,
Indeed, to paralyze the noble popula-
tion of the United States towards the
sacred cause of the allies.

"We cannot lay too much emphasis
upon the decree issued by the British
military authority, January 15, 1917,

prohibiting the circulation of alcohol
in nil the French regions occupied by
the English army ! And this 'In order
to respond to the declarations of civil
and military authorities signalizing al-

coholism as an obstruction to the agri-
cultural and industrial production re-

quired by the necessities of national
defense.' Shall we wait until the
American, too, 'perhaps, shall inflict a
like humiliation upon our ministers of
the interior, of munitions, of supplies,
and many other of their confreres?"

MEXICO TOO.- -
"Mexlco is Improving," said the

Mexican general, Alvaro Obregonv at
dinner tendered blm In Springfield, EI.
"It has found thereason for the rev-

olutions. It is going to reform the
Ww generations of Mexico. It is go-

ing to open a school where there was
a saloon before. We see the advan-

tages now of education. There have
been too many drunks in Mexico. The
governors of the various states are
now stopping with radical measures
the saloon. Men who are going to
save Mexico are those who are going
to close the saloon. The United States
needs the1 same cure. I speak plainly.
The Mexican government did not wait
to raise the taxes before it took steps
to close down the saloons. We are
going to fight Ignorance and Vice."

WHY THEY SELL IT.
' Saloonkeepers do not sell the drug

alcohol to a man simply for the sake
of destroying him. They give him
what injures blm because they think
that is the way by which they can get
bis money. They do not desire, on
their own account, to ruin his charac-
ter, take away his property, break his
wife's heart, and beggar and starve his
children. Their object Is only to get
the man's money, and they do these
things because that seems the shortest
way. Yet it Is the price of blood.

t

IN GEORGIA.
"Two years ngo I called prohibition

poppycock, but prohibition enforced is
a mighty good thing, and we have that
mighty good thing here. . . . The
chain gang of negro prisoners has
fallen from an average of 600 or TOO

down to 200. Homicides dropped from
24 in 1915 to 10 in 1916, and eight of
those ten were in the four months of
1916 before prohibition became effec-

tive." Doctor Brunner, secretary of
the board of sanitary commissioners.
Savannah, Ga.

VICTORY NEAR.
New Mexico is the twenty-sevent- h

prohibition state. The District of Co-

lumbia is dry, and the territories of
Alaska and Porto Rico. Dry areas in
wet states are constantly widening.
Over 87 per cent of the area of the
United States Is now under prohibi
tion. At the general election of 1918

elghtinore states are expected to vote
upon the question. Prohibition is now
a patriotic Issue and Kaiser Alcohol'!
day of defeat is near.

Seconded the Motion.
' Jacob was prone to feel "big" when
anyone called and mnde n flattering re-

mark about hlra. One evening a neigh-
bor called and during the evening said I

"My, but isn't Jacob a cute little
boy?"

Whereupon Jacob promptly re-

sponded: T tlnk so, too."

I Not That Kind.
' "There goes a man who Is very

in his attachments."
"Oh! a selfish lover."
"Jfo; a sheriff," ;

Upper Sandusky, O..
eay: "My feet and
limbs were swollen
to several times their
usual size and for
days at a time I
couldn't walk.) My LMWr71 .1 UU JUIHW WVnt,.
BO stiff I couldn't
bend them. ' A friend
then came to me and
advised me to use
Doan's Kidney Fills.
After I had used two
boxes of Doan'i I
felt relief, and the
swelling had (tone
down somewhat. I continued taking-the-

and I used fourteen boxes In all.
I then felt like a different person and
after a few months X was entirely
cured." ,

GtlDm'itt Any Store eoe a Baa '

DOAN'S "pSJLV
FOSTER-MW5UR- CO-- BUFFALO. N.Y.

Where Canes Are Popular.
There Is probably no country In the

world where the use of walking stick
Is so general as; In the United Klng
dom. Practically every man carries a
cane, not only In the towns and cities,
but also In the country; and, in addi-

tion, there is a large demand for walk-

ing sticks for women, these being used
extensively In the country and at Bea- -'

side resorts, but not to a great extent
In the cities.

The winter months are always rainy-an-

even during the summer the weath-
er Is often very unsettled, so that the
use of umbrellas la also unusually
great. These conditions have mad
the manufacture of umbrellas and
walking sticks an Important industry
In the British Isles.

Take care of your health and wealth
will take care of you. Garfield Tea
promotes health. Adv.

Economizing Time.
"What will you have for dlnnerr

asked the affable waiter.
"Go ahead and bring what you

today," replied the hungry
man. "Don't make me guess."

Dr. Feery'i "Dead Shot" If powerful bet
afe. One dose It enough to expel Worms o

Tapeworm. No castor oil Decenary. Adv.

QUESTION ALL MUST ANSWER

Time Comes When Every Man WIN
Be Asked as to the Harvest He

Has Reaped. f

Earth shows her harvest In pride of
fullness or regret of bitter poverty;
what is ours we who also have had)

What fruits have we brought forth T

Man Is not bound to the seasons as
tilled land Is and needs no barn to
gether his soul In when autumn comes
but, with the same plainness, he
either does not yield the values by
which mankind truly lives. When fall
closes down on summer's parting the
greatest and the least of us have
either helped or hindered the perma-
nent welfare of onr race. Man's own
hiiatriAaa la to Incrfinnn tnaMA unit
kindness; to make more of patience,
humility and courage ; to see to it that
evil loses and that good Is strength
ened in the unending conflict of those
forces. , For the soul's harvest home
It Is either tares or wheat ; there Is ro
fallow ground. The sowing Is unsee
of others, and the reaper, also, but the
care and thought that go to the grow
lng of the crop nre much the same.

.But man's own hnrvest Is Infinity and
eternally more Important than, that
which he wrest from the field. Col
Iter's.

The English government has Im-

proved the quality of the ale brewed
In that country. '

l i

mm m

WW 176men
whose sensitive
nerves often yieldto coffee's harmful
stimulation, apprc
date the change
resulting from a
ten days' trial of

INSTANT A

INSTEAD f COFFEE.

Such a delicious
drink makes the
change easy and
better nerves make
it a permanent one.
V "There's a Reason

ofnnr cooper,

CHAPTER XXI Continued.

That was the worst part of It all
the waiting. Heart-rendin-g reports of
happenings In many Belgian villages
eame to the British, for Courvoisier his
was only one of many hamlets that
had tragedies to relate. And the Brit-

ish
up

were powerless to aid those strick-
en people.

Trench 27 the English trench which he
Streetmnn had indicated upon his map
as being the keystone to the enemy's
defense lay In the first line of the
British. All unconscious of any spe-

cial
to

designs that the Germans might
have against their particular position,
the Tommies stationed there proceed-

ed to put things in shape for the gen-

eral action that was bound to come.
After completing their grim arrange-
ments, there was little for them to do
for the time being, except rest. And

that they were glad enongh to do,
after their herculean exertions of
those first days of the war. That there
was worse ahead of them they did not
doubt. But in the meantime there he
was no reason why they should not
make themselves at home.

It was night the second night fol-

lowing that fatal day when the Ger-

mans descended upon the Lion d'Or
and robbed Jeanne Christophe of her
father. In Trench 27 four soldiers
were playing poker under the shelter
of a bombproof hut that they had con-

structed by digging into a side of the
ditch. Dirty, unshaven, begrimed,
they were nevertheless enjoying to
the full their well-earne- d respite. And
the Dickering light of the candle which
stood upon their rude table revealed
no fear upon the face of any of them.

At either end of the trench two men
stood guard, while close at hand a
periscope lay upon a makeshift bench,
ready for instant use in case the
watchers should detect any unusual
and suspicious movements in front of
them. Out there beneath the stars the
first outpost of the enemy had already
dug itself in. And In testimony of
their alertness the Germans continu-

ally played a searchlight upon the
British position. That prying shaft of
light was never still. Now it swept
the top of Tresch 27, now flickered
upon a tree close by, and then
searched the intervening ground be-

tween the two lines in an effort to de-

tect some venturesome observer.
To the four privates in the bomb-

proof shelter there came a momentary
interruption, in the shape of a lieu-

tenant, who sauntered into their
trench from the left This youthful
officer, whom they had already voted
"a bit of observed them
pleasantly.

"Hello, boys!" he said.
They sprang up and saluted, mur-

muring "Good evening, sir!"
"How's the game?" the lieutenant

inquired.
"Henry, there. Is winning all our

cigarettes," one of the men said.
The young officer smiled. And then,

drawing a pencil and a postcard from
his pocket, he seated himself and pro-
ceeded to write a note to a young
woman in London. For Guy Falconer
had consistently kept his promise to
write Georgy every day.

The privates promptly resumed their
poker game.

"I raise it one cigarette," one of
them said. And again Guy smiled
He was glad that his boys were

themselves.
So engrossed did Lieutenant Fa!

coner become in his note to his lady
love that he did not notice when his
captain appeared, in the company of
a civilian. Captain Montague paused
and turued to his guest

"Now, Mr. Brown." he said, "you're
In the first line of the English trenches

Trench. 2" and I may say you're
the only American correspondent who
has had this experience."

Charlie Brown looked about with
undisguised interest.

"And I rather butted In," he re-

marked.
"Well, as long as you stumbled in-

side our lines, you might as well see
something. If .von give me your word
not to write anything."

"That's a nice thing to say to a
newspaper man." Charlie retorted.

"But I have your word?"
"I s'pose so!" It cost Mr. Brown

some effort to promise that. He saw
the makings of a bully scoop before
him. And he hated to forego such a
wonderful opportunity.

"The closer you are to the front, the
less yon know of what's happening,'"
Captain Montague resumed, "except
on your own very small square of a

very large checkerboard. . . . But,
technically, you are under fire."

"Am I?" Mr. Brown was surprised
at that. 'Somehow, I don't feel any
different." he said.

.'yon would if you stuck your head
over that trench and they happened
to see it," the captain told him grimly.

"Well believe me, I'm tot going
to," said Charlie. "Aren't they un-

usually quiet tonight?"
"Yes. rather! But always before

the evening's over they give us a bit
of fireworks and go for some of our
men with a lucky shrapnel or two.
Ten see, they try to get our range In

meprize
the daytime, and then at night they
shoot at the same range."

Charlie Brown and his escort had
not talked long before Guy Falconer
came out of his abstraction. He raised

head all at once and looked inquir-
ingly at the civOlan. Then he jumped

and approached Charlie with, out-

stretched hand.
"I thought I recognized that voice!"
exclaimed. "Do you remember me.

Charlie Brown?"
"Hello," Guy!" the delighted Ameri

can cried. "So you did come over
the front, after all? Didn't I say

you would?" .

"Yes! I came over with the first
batch bribed the recruiting sergeant!
And here I am! . . . But what are
you doing at the front?"

Charlie explained how he had fallen
into the hands of the Germans, how
they had set him free and started him
toward Brussels. But his rebellious
nature had revolted; and having hid
den by day and traveled by night, he
had made straight for the place where

understood the British to be in
trenched.

Mr. Brown had scarcely finished his
brief recital when there followed an
ominous whistle, which seemed to
come from over his head. Off in the
distance there was a flash and an ex-

plosion.
"What's that?" the American asked.
"Oh, just one of our shells traveling

somewhere to our friends, the enemy,"
the captain informed him.

"That will probably start their eve-

ning song," Guy remarked.
"They needn't hurry on my ac-

count," Charlie said.
For a few minutes they stood there,

discussing the war.
"What's it for?" the newspaper man

asked. "There's no individual hatred
no great, soul-stlrrln- g emotional

crisis behind it all."
"But England was forced Into It,"

Captain Montague Interposed.
"And I dare say France and Russia

and Austria all feel they were forced
into It, too," Charlie replied. "That's
the whole trouble. Each nation be-

lieves honestly that It's in the right,
and In some way I suppose each of
them is. . , , I don't know I'm
not a big enough man to attempt to
say. . . And what good is it all?"

"It Is that militarism shall cease
that never again can there be another
war like this," the English captain
told him.

As they talked, a doctor, accompa-
nied by two stretcher bearers, en-

tered the trench, and, finding that
there was no need for their services
in that quarter, they passed on.

"That's the Red Cross," Captain
Montague explained, noticing the jour- -

'Hello Guy!" the Delighted American
Cried.

nalist's interest in the trio. Following
close upon his words came anotber of
those sinister whistles.

"That's one of their shells!" the
captain continued, meaning the Ger-
mans.

At the information Mr. Brown
promptly ducked and huddled down
upon the bench under the overhang of
the trench.

"You neednt duck, old man! It
wouldn't do you any good," the elder
officer remarked. "Anyway, that
shell was on its way toward one of
our batteries," he added, pointing to
their rear.

"Well, now they've started, any-
how," Guy said.

"Sometimes they fire only one or
two shots aDd then again they go on
all night," his senior officer explained.

Stepping to the field telephone,
which rang Insistently, Captain MonV

tague received a message from the
battery posted some distance behind.
When Guy Falconer learned that some
light bombs were to be let off, be


